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name is quite unpronounceable to English ears,
Uncle Zdzislaw, who lived among the Carpathian
Mountains. For the first time she saw snowy
heights, dazzling in their whiteness and dark pine
forests like rivers of ink making the snow more
white. . . . She longed to get closer up; to make
her way through the trees, perhaps to the edge of
the snow itself. She went for long walks up wind-
ing mountain paths which sometimes ended unex-
pectedly in a precipice, so that she had to retrace
her steps. Sometimes the path ended at a hut and
Manya and her cousins would go in and ask to see
the owner's work; for all the mountaineers of that
district were wood carvers and their simplest
piece of furniture was a work of art. The peas-
ants loved to show the things that they had made
and when the children had admired the chairs
and table and cuckoo clock and the coloured
wooden bowls against the wall, they delved into
cupboards and brought out little carved men or
drinking cups or toys or even pictures carved in
wood.
Once, in her wanderings, Manya came to a
little mountain lake, a patch of water lying in the
hills as blue as massed speedwell, and men called
it "The sea*s eye/* It was so lovely lying among
the snow peaks that Manya thought it the gem of
the whole country.
Within doors, life was quite riotously merry.
Her uncle loved gaiety; so did his beautiful wife
and as to his three daughters, they laughed all day
and Manya with them- Guests arrived in plenty.